

        I don't know what I had expected when Callia said she was taking me to the rebel camp. I guess some part of me thought it would be like the movies, like an army base with tents and people running around and a big fire in the middle. But it wasn't. It was a bunch of rickety old buildings that looked like they were going to fall over in a strong wind, and a bunch of people that looked like they hadn't eaten a good meal in months. 



        I guess I must have stared for too long, because Callia smacked me upside the head and hissed, "What are you gawking at, enautoeligidae?"



        I turned to her, still rubbing my head, and asked, "What does that word mean?"



        Callia sighed, an annoyed sound, and said, "Loathing. From the sliver of moonlight that cut her face into fragments, I watched half her mouth twist into something part frown and part sneer and part dreadful, angry confirmation of a suspected truth. That gives me no surprise, she said snidely. It is someone who struts around, thinking they are saving others who were fine on their own and the fool had no business saving."



        I felt my face flush red and I turned away from her, my heart sinking. Maybe she was right. Maybe I was just a stupid child that didn't know anything. Maybe I was just a tool that the kings were using to further their own agenda. Maybe I was just enautoeligidae.